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go, stiffly stretching to pick up Mrs. Flanders's
wool which had rolled beneath the chair. Talk
of the chicken farm came back and back, the
woman, even at fifty, impulsive at heart, sketching
on the cloudy future flocks of Leghorns, Cochin
Chinas, Orpingtons ; like Jacob in the blur pf
her outline ; but powerful as he was ; fresh
and vigorous, running about the house, scolding
Rebecca.

The letter lay upon the hall table ; Florinda
coming in that night took it up with her, put
it on the table as she kissed Jacob, and Jacob
seeing the hand, left it there under the lamp,
between the biscuit-tin and the tobacco-box.
They shut the bedroom door behind them.

The sitting-room neither knew nor cared.
The door was shut ; and to suppose that wood,
when it creaks, transmits anything save that rats
are busy and wood dry is childish. These old
houses are only brick and wood, soaked in human
sweat, grained with human dirt. But if the pale
blue envelope lying by the biscuit-box had the
feelings of a mother, the heart was torn by the
little creak, the sudden stir. Behind the door
was the obscene thing, the alarming presence,
and terror would come over her as at death, or
the birth of a child. Better, perhaps, burst in
and face it than sit in the antechamber listening